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declared that "swadeshi must be pushed forward without waiting
for the ist of August, for it is an eternal rule of conduct not to be
interrupted even when the settlement arrives."
In the swadeshi programme Gandhi placed the main stress on
khaddar. His message had its effect and "the music of the spinning
wheel" began to hum all over the land. In one of his lyrical notes,
he wrote in Young India dated July 21 :
"Slowly but surely the music of perhaps the most ancient maqhine
of India is once more permeating society. Pandit Malaviyaji has
stated that he is not going to be satisfied until the ranis and the
maharanis of India spin yarn for the nation, and the ranas and
maharanas sit behind the handlooms and weave cloth for the nation.
They have the example of Aurangzeb who made his own caps. A
greater emperor—Kabir—was himself a weaver and has immortal-
ized the art in his poems. The queens of Europe, before Europe was
caught in Satan's trap, spun yarn and considered it a noble calling.
The very words, spinster and -wife, prove the ancient dignity of the
art of spinning and weaving. 'When Adam delved and Eve span, who
was then the gentleman' also reminds one of the same fact. Well may
Panditji hope to persuade the royalty of India to return to the ancient
calling of this sacred land of ours. Not on the clatter of arms depends
the revival of her prosperity and true independence. It depends most
largely upon re-introduction in every home of the music of the
spinning wheel. It gives sweeter music and is more profitable than
the execrable harmonium, concertina and accordian.
"Whilst Panditji is endeavouring in his inimitably suave manner
to persuade Indian royalty to take up the spinning wheel, Shrimati
Sarala Devi Ghoudhurani, who is herself a member of the Indian
nobility, has learnt the art and has thrown herself heart and soul
into the movement. . . She has spoken to audiences in Amritsar,
Ludhiana and elsewhere and has succeeded in enlisting the services,
for her spinning committee at Amritsar, of Mrs. Ratanchand and
Bugga Chowdhury and the famous Ratan Devi who during the
frightful night of the I3th April despite the curfew order of General
Dyer sat, all alone in the midst of the hundreds of the dead and
dying, with her dead husband's cold head in her lap. I venture to
tender my congratulation to these ladies. May they find solace in
the music of the spinning wheel and in the thought that they are
doing national work. I hope that the other ladies of Amiitsar will

